“For Cihuatlatoque” 


By Alejandra Mont 


The air felt clean. I didn't know where I was, my eyes were closed. I could feel I was somewhere else, 
sometime else. Everything was just different but it felt familiar. My senses were dulled, everything was 


just overstimulating. 


I was wandering around the city, or what I believe is a city. This has happened to me before, I remember, I 
remember the first time this has happened to me. It was when I was about 8 years old, there were these 
kids running around, they were smiling, playing this sport that reminded me of soccer. I had no idea what 
was going on, I was young. All I remember is that I'm pretty sure I believed I was having a very lucid 


dream. I remember it so clearly, I was being stared at, I had clothing from my time... 


I was a little girl alone in a strange place, I was petrified. I remember I came back to the present fairly 


quickly. 


But now I can feel my body, I can move. Although my movements felt involuntary. What I did... What I 
did was I tore my clothes off, the ones that you could visually tell it's from the future off quickly. Fight or 
flight, it hit me as soon as I realized I was walking. I had to hurry, one wrong move in a single second can 


have me killed... I was a stranger in unfamiliar territory. Prey if you will. 


Trying to find clothes in order to help me blend in was easy. That was the easiest part. I could feel my 


heartbeat. You never know how out of touch you are until you feel hopeless and lost, it's like losing your 


mom at a grocery store unable to find her. But right now I have no mom. I don't have a mom to find in the 


cooking aisle. I'm alone. 


I was walking through the city like I was one of them. I couldn't understand anything. The voices around 
me were speaking in pure gibberish, I couldn't understand a thing. Almost all my senses were useless, I 
couldn't speak, I couldn't taste anything besides the taste of iron, I couldn't hear anything besides this 
ringing in my ear, I couldn't feel anything besides the ground, I couldn't smell anything besides dust. The 


only sense that worked were my eyes, my vision wasn't even the best anyway. 
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I knew what this place was but I couldn't place my finger on it. "Think Alejandra think.." I whispered to 
myself, some civilians gave me a look, I closed my eyes. If I'm gonna survive this, I have to keep quiet. / 


have to blend in. 


I'm walking with no final destination, basically walking in circles, unsure of anything. Walking barefoot 
was strange but it brought me back to my childhood where I would play around my house barefoot with 
my cousins or sister. Childhood. I remember I only woke up, no I should say snapped back. If I say I 


woke up it means this is a dream. This is not a dream. 


When I snapped back into my time everyone was starting, I was with my sister, she's the only one who 
knows about my "dreams". I don't want to announce that I've been traveling back into the past, people 


would think I sound crazy. 


I remembered where I was, this is no place to think about the past, no time to reminisce, I'm here. I could 
physically feel how tense the area is, this is different. This is different from last time, something is 


happening. 


If I recall correctly when I was here before, I only “came back” to my time when a girl around the age I 
was at the time bumped into me causing me to lose balance and fall on the floor, I remember it so clearly. 


Now here I am walking around trying to become aware of my surroundings. 


Tenochtitlan, it clicked. I'm in Tenochtitlan. The capital of the Aztec empire. ‘Right’ I thought, trying to 
remember anything I could about Tenochtitlan. It was a magnificent city that stood in the middle of the 
massive artificial island of lake Texcoco which was surrounded and protected by mountains in every 


direction except the lake itself. 


Now here I am standing right in the middle. The city looked almost identical to what was written down in 
the history books. From the massive pyramid dedicated to one of the main gods, Tlaloc, another towering 
pyramid dedicated to the main god Huitzilopochitl, a massive market square, multiple luxurious plazas, 
and hundreds of temples and houses, one peculiar detail stands out among all the magnificence of the city. 


The foreigner. Me. 


It was stunning, if it wasn't for the situation I'm in I would be in awe rather than being terrified. 
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The Aztec empire was going to be in a dire situation, being the most militaristic empire in Mexico did not 
mean being the strongest empire and both the Mayan empire and the Inkan empire had started to build up 
their might and had started to take small Aztec territories and cities in what seemed to be a slow, yet 


threatening preparation for conquest. Now the conquerors have yet to be the conquered. 


The mood at Tenochtitlan was tense and everyone was in constant preparation. Priests, warriors, farmers, 
commoners and slaves were all united in the endeavor to defend the empire from the imminent dangers 


that were soon to be looming at its borders. The Spanish. 


I was still delirious walking around, before bumping into a young warrior who looked like he was in his 
late teens. This time when I ran into him I didn't snap back, it caused me pause. He grunted, a verbal sign 
that he was disrupted by me. He was staring at me intently, he was not dressed like a commoner but he 
was not dressed as a noble either. He was tall, lean and had a very fierce demeanor to him, like the 
trained, deadly predator stalking its prey. My feet were stuck, no matter if I wanted to run my feet felt like 


they were rooted to the ground. 


Suddenly, another young girl ran past the warrior and towards my direction at full speed. She looked 
familiar from what I saw before bumping into me and making me fall. Maybe it's the nerves but for the 


life of me I couldn't tell how I knew her. 


The warrior, who appeared to be following the girl, stared at me with a neutral but curious expression, his 
eyes still sharp. I stared up at them trying not to seem like an enemy, my breathing was still stiff. I knew 


they were curious but I also knew they could easily overpower me. 


"Hmm.." I couldn't speak to them since I didn't know their language, all I could get out of it was 


"caveman" talk. I would rather be silent than to speak. Anything to get me out of potentially being killed. 


As I was standing up the young warrior who was following the young girl stared at me intently with the 
same curious expression as before, looking at me up and down. My eyes were focused on the girl, I still 
didn't know where I knew her. She was wearing a blouse over her shoulders and a long skirt that looked 


expensive, that's when she approached me. I also noticed that she was wearing sandals, a sign of wealth. 


"Excuse me, are you ok?" She asked although in her native language, Azteco. It was a dialect and 
variation of Nahuatl language which was spoken by many in the Mesoamerican empires in that time. I 


unfortunately don't understand what she was asking or saying. 


I stared at her and nodded ‘yes’. It was a fifty-fifty chance I agreed to something hopefully positive since 
she spoke in her native language which meant I couldn't tell what was said. I just wanted her to continue 


to let me wonder till I was able to get home on time. 


The young girl nodded in response but the fierce warrior who was with her stared at me attentively, like 
his eyes were digging into my very soul. While the young girl he was with was looking at me, like she 


knew me, like the same way I know her. 


Then it clicked. The girl. She was the girl from the past, from the last time I was here. The girl who let me 
go back to my time. The girl who helped me. I don't know who she is but I know that she will aid me, I 


don't know how but I know she will, but I can feel it. 


The warrior, who appeared slightly annoyed by his stare, walked in between the two of us and looked at 


me with the same piercing expression. He obviously didn't enjoy my presence. 


"You know it is rude to stare right?" The young girl spoke to the warrior in Azteco, then she smiled at me 


before continuing to talk to me. 


"I am Cihuatlatoque, what is your name?" 


I blinked, lost for words. 'Shoot, why is she still talking to me...' I thought. Quickly thinking I pointed at 


my throat and shook my head as a way to show her I couldn't speak. I don't know how to get home and I 


don't know when I am going to get home. I just don't know. 


This has only happened to me two times before besides this one. I don't really count the second encounter 
as a true encounter. It was basically just a short quick vision not like I was actually there... I just 


remembered the city was up in flames and that was it. 


Cihuatlatoque looked a little disappointed but still smiled gently at me. She then stared at the warrior 


again, who was still staring at me like a wild beast staring at his next meal. 


"It seems she cannot speak. Do you know what tribe she is from?" She asked him. 


They are either friendly or they are either gonna throw me into their prisons, I came to the conclusion. As 
much as I remember from history I think I'd rather it be the second one. I don't remember much but I do 


remember death plagued the city. 


"Inka.." I said, it was the only mesoamerican tribe I could remember from school besides this one. All of a 
sudden I remember that this is the Aztec empire, like the capital. I mean the architecture here matches the 
descriptions in the history books. Oh... this makes me remember what I hope to forget, that the empire is 


going to get attacked soon... And I'm still here. 


The warrior's expression changed slightly when he heard me say "Inka" but he still stared at me closely 
like he did not believe me. Cihuatlatoque stared at me for a moment before she sighed and started to 


speak. 


"We could invite her to our house and help her-" She spoke but before she could continue the warrior 


interrupted her. 


"I think this is a bad idea-" he retorted, his gaze fixed on me, again like a wild animal looking at a prey 


before making a deadly attack. 


My breathing was tense much like what's going on in Tenochtitlan. 'shoot..'. If I'm in Tenochtitlan that 
means 'they' are too. They are the colonizers, the ones who decided to "claim" the area, who took it for 
their own. I stare at the two in front of me hoping whatever they are saying is helpful. I don't understand 
what they are saying, I just understand that If I'm at the right time period I could be in grave danger. J am 


not safe. 


Cihuatlatoque stared at the warrior for a moment like an annoyed younger sibling dealing with her 


overprotective older brother, then she turned her gaze back to me and smiled slightly. 


"You must forgive him, he has always been a little too wary of strangers. Do you perhaps want to come to 
our house? You look like a foreigner here so you must be far from home..." She spoke in Azteco, then she 


gave the warrior a light nudge with her elbow 


"This is my brother Xipili by the way-" 


I nod hoping they are being nice. I mean from what I heard I'm pretty sure I know their names. Xipili and 


Cihuatlatoque. 


"I need to blend in, " I whisper to myself. Suddenly it clicks that I don't remember how I got here. I don't 
remember anything that happened before this. All I remember is that it's November 8th... That day, it's 


important but why? 


If I knew this was gonna happen I would've prepared something. All I have with me is nothing but my 


brain which is clouded with so much thought that none comes through. 


Xipili stared at me for a few more moments before he averted his gaze, but his expression told me that he 
still didn't fully trust me. Cihuatlatoque ignored him but stares at me with the same curious expression. 


She looks so... familiar. 


"Come with me, I am sure my mother would love to host you and perhaps give you a place to stay the 
night" She said, then she extended her hand to me like she was waiting for me to grab her hand and walk 


with her. I almost immediately grabbed her hand and she seemed nice enough to trust. 


Wait a minute I curse myself, I know It's not safe to blindly trust someone but I fear that I need to, no one 
in the city seems to be preparing for the upcoming battles that will happen. They are oblivious. I feel like 
I'm in the movie ‘Final Destination’, being able to feel and know that something will happen but knowing 
I can't change it. Right now all I can do is rely on the kindness of a stranger. Although they feel familiar , 


they are still strangers. 


Cihuatlatoque led me through the busy streets of Tenochtitlan, holding my hand. She is my guide in this 
foreign city. Xipili followed behind us silently, occasionally giving me and Cihuatlatoque a wary stare 
like he was looking at me intently in case I had an evil intention. The city was buzzing with the noise of 
hundreds of conversations in Azteco and it was bustling with the constant sight of warriors patrolling the 


streets. 


It's terrifying knowing nothing. Atleast back in my time I had the Internet but right now all I have is my 


brain. These people are kind, not what they are labeled as in my time. 


I have a feeling in my gut that I'm missing something. That I've forgotten something. This is ‘not’ the time 
for this to happen. In a strange world where I know nothing it's important I stay alert and have everything 


on the ready or in fight or flight mode. 


Knowing what's gonna happen it hurts to know that I can't help my new friends. I know how much I 
would like to change things to let this civilization grow but I know I have to let what's bound to happen 


happen. 


After walking for a few more minutes Cihuatlatoque suddenly stopped in front of one of many large and 
well-decorated, yet non-luxurious dwellings which were part of the more civil parts of Tenochtitlan. 


Cihuatlatoque let go of my hand and turned around to look at Xipili. 


"You keep watch here, I will see if mother is awake and if she would allow our guest to stay here" she 


said to her brother in Azteco, then she gestured for me to follow her again. 


I followed behind. 'Wow' is all I could think about. This place was magnificent, it's not much to some 
people but I think it's a lot. Especially since I am now one of the only people who understand how life 


changing this is. To be here is much different than to read or hear about it. 


Cihuatlatoque led me into this large household and I found myself in the middle of what seemed to be a 
fairly middle-class commoner home, with many woven straw mats being scattered across the stone floor 
and a small but cozy central room which was filled with many decorations and a few small pieces of 


furniture. A home. 


After walking through the room Cihuatlatoque gestured at a door which led to a small and cozy bedroom 


"Wait here until I come back with my mother," she spoke. I think it's nice to have some sort of human 


interaction. Even though I don't understand what she's saying I enjoy how she's still talking to me. 


I stand in the bedroom, looking around. These people are just like us, I mean they have similar 
characteristics that we have right now. Like I mean from my time. It's amazing to witness this. Now 
hopefully they are not plotting against me, I mean I wouldn't doubt it. I am a stranger but I hope maybe I 


could possibly get home alive. 


Within a few minutes Cihuatlatoque returned to this small bedroom with a middle-aged lady who smiled 


at me with a very kind and gentle expression 


"This is the foreign lady who I found wandering around Tenochtitlan. Can she stay here with us tonight?" 


She asked her mother. 


"Of course, the gods must have sent her to us..." She said in Azteco, then she stared at me gently with her 
soft and warm eyes. A mothers eyes. Her presence was comfortable although now that I'm thinking of it, I 


miss my home. 


After staring at me for a few moments the woman gently grabbed my hand and spoke to me. It caught me 


by surprise but rather than pulling away I just let it happen. 


"My daughter just told me that you don't speak the language, so I hope you can feel what I'm trying to say. 
Even though you are strange and foreign to us you must have been sent by the gods. Please stay with us 


for today and come eat dinner at our home" 


She said gently, staring at me like a kindly mother would stare at her newborn infant.I smiled. Smiling is a 
universal way to say many things but right now I have to rely on facial expressions, I have to make sure I 


seem kind, so they are kind back. 


My eyes scanned her, she was dressed in the most simple yet elegant white and yellow clothes, she also 
had her hair braided up in a very intricate and long hairdo. She stared at me intently for a few more 
minutes like she was scanning me back, then she smiled at me again and gestured to the bed like she was 


inviting me to sleep on it. 


"You are welcome to stay here for as long as you need" She said kindly in Azteco. 


I nodded, that helped me last time. I mean I'm in a house, safe for the moment, I think I'll stick to smiling 


and nodding rather than trying to communicate with them any other way. 


Cihuatlatoque and her mother left the bedroom and left me alone so that I could rest. It wasn't even 
turning dark, it was barely even noon. But I needed the rest, I needed to pause and recollect my thoughts. 
The room was quite cozy and comfortable and it was very warm thanks to the humid tropical climate of 


the Tenochtitlan region. 


The city was still buzzing with life at any time of the day, with many of the commoners of the city taking 
to the streets to buy items, talk to each other or take part in the numerous religious ceremonies that the 
empire was renowned for. People in this time really loved to take part in the community with many 


services and celebrations. 


The sounds of the loud markets and the sight of the hundreds of families and just life of the city in general 


could be seen through the windows and from outside the room, along with the loud and constant noises of 


the cicadas and any other insects. I'm reminded of home, the city of San Diego where I live, where the 
freeway passed by my house, where I can hear the cars knowing everyone has somewhere to be. Where I 
can hear my neighbors living their lives, talking to one another. How I can just sit by my open window 


and hear life. I am comforted. 


Now here I am with no way to go home and no way to communicate, I am basically stranded in this time 
and in this city... but what could I do? I'm just a sitting duck at this point. I feel like I'm dreaming, I now 


am alone with my own thoughts alone in this mysterious place I found myself in, suddenly it sets in. 


I mean am I dreaming? 


Maybe I am, maybe I'm not. I just know there's a reason I'm here but unfortunately I don't wanna be here. 
I know me and this Cihuatlatoque have a connection, there's a reason we found ourselves together. I don't 
know exactly why I'm here, I know I can't change the past but what am I supposed to do here? I don't 


know what the laws of this time traveling whatever business is, what is my purpose here? 


While I was laying in the bed and wondering about myself and my whole situation, I could hear many 
loud sounds of drums and trumpets throughout the city as the night got darker and darker and the sky 
turned from violet into pitch black. It was like war drums but they did not feel like the drums of the 


Aztecs or their allies, they felt foreign and menacing. 


I sit up, what is that noise... It shocks me. ‘November 8...' that's my birthday... Today is November 8, the 
night of sadness... My mind suddenly remembered a lot, today was my birthday... Today was the day 


everything set in, that I'm growing up. 


Today was one of my saddest days, the day I had to spend my birthday without my sister, college. She 
was at college. 'Shoot' my mind all of a sudden gets flooded then I remember what's going on right at this 


moment. The drums. My body shoots up and I get up. 


"La noche triste.." Yes, I remember researching what happened today... 


The sound of trumpets and drums in the distance got louder and more and more intense until I could 
almost feel the sounds shaking everything within the city. It felt as if an army was approaching at this 
very moment, from the windows I could see warriors running out of the houses and into the streets while 
armed with their weapons and shields and many priests and warriors going to the top of the temples and 


into the central temple to pray to the war gods for victory and strength. 


The sound of the drums started to get louder and more numerous until all I could hear outside was the 
sounds of drums and trumpets playing like a deadly war anthem. The city was dark and tense like the 
Aztecs were preparing to face an enemy army but at the same time they dreaded the arrival of said enemy 
army themselves. This is why they were so tense earlier. I remember I saw warriors everywhere, they 


knew what was going on yet people were still living their lives like normal. 


The door to the bedroom suddenly flung open and it was Cihuatlatoque staring at me with an alarmed 
expression like she was ready to fight an army all by herself. She had passion in her eyes I could tell. I 
could feel like she knew women weren't allowed to fight but she definitely knew that she was going to 
risk everything, her life, her family just so she can protect me. I could feel it. The thing is I would do the 


same. And I think she can feel it too. 


I jumped up, I knew I had to get out but I knew I was safe with Cihuatlatoque. I don't know who to trust, 


the way to fight or the way to run?... I mean I don't think I should leave this city, I mean for the little time 


I've been here they've only helped. I might as well help my new friends. Right? I mean maybe that's why 
I'm here to help. My purpose, right? To help them escape La noche triste safely? I ran up to 


Cihuatlatoque, choosing her. 


I mean I'm scared to my soul but I think the whole city is. To fight or to flee a hard choice, one that 
happens in only a split second. To die for the city would be a great honor. An honorable way out, a hero's 


death. 


The sound of an Aztec warrior crying out 'The enemy is on the outskirts of the city!' could be heard in the 
distance. I couldn't understand what was being said but J knew what was being yelled. I could hear it, the 


pain and utter fear in the voice was answering the only question I had. 


Cihuatlatoque stared at me intently for a few moments, then she grabbed my hand and started to drag me 
out through the night markets with many other Aztecs who all had terrified expressions. The sound of the 
drums and trumpets were even louder and even more numerous, and I could actually hear the loud stomps 


of hundreds of marching footsteps live. Run was the only word going through my mind. Run. 


My feet were moving involuntarily, people were crowding me. Children, mothers, father's, siblings. 
Families were running, I felt like stopping for a moment, after all I am taking up space that could be 
easily given to someone else. It's like I'm saving myself while there's definitely other people who could be 


saved. 


I am brought back to hearing screams, the blood curdling screams brought me back from my train of 
thought. I followed behind everyone else running. I mean it feels wrong to just try to abandon this city 


without a fight but after all I don't belong here. 


Now it sounds selfish but is this really my battle to fight?...1 mean what am I going to do? My focus goes 
back to Cihuatlatoque we both are running in terror. The Spanish were already here weren't they? They 


are here to conquer. 


My feet get caught on something which causes me to fall. I crash onto the floor and find myself on my 
stomach as I am being trampled over by other fleeing Aztecs who were trying to escape the city. My body 


goes into the position where I feel secure. The fetal position. 


I can feel myself getting stepped on as the sounds of screams, drums, trumpets, and marching get even 
more intense. Cihuatlatoque suddenly bends down and grabs me by a hand, then she helps me back onto 


my feet as more people run by. It feels like a hurricane and I'm in the eye. 


It's just me. I'm literally frozen and everything is moving. There's no noise at the moment. I hear nothing 
just ringing. I stand there as I see citizens get knocked down by Spaniards. I wanted to scream, I wanted 
to cry, I just wanted to go home. My voice was gone... My legs felt like Jello, I wanted to fall back down 
but I couldn't. I was stuck. My heart felt like it was pounding outside my chest. I couldn't get a breath in 
or out, I felt like I was drowning. All of a sudden a wave came down, I could hear again but it was just 
screams. I want to go back in the eye, I know that I will never be the same after this. Seeing someone get 


brutally murdered changes you, I'm in shock. 


Cihuatlatoque quickly grabbed my arm and continued to pull me to safety. Just as I look backwards my 
heart drops. I see Xipili. He's fighting this soldier and he looks injured. Then my eyes move behind him. I 
saw the entire city suddenly erupt into violent chaos as warriors and civilians suddenly charged at an army 
of Spanish armored soldiers and Spanish conquistadors on horses, along with their indigenous allies in 
massive rows like a violent and deadly wave. That's when 'he' was in front of us, a Spanish soldier. His 


weapons were way better than the ones we had at the moment. Our hands... It was either fight somehow 


or get captured. His eyes were terrifying, I don't know how to explain it but I would compare him to that 


of a lion looking at a gazelle. 


I'm frozen in place, the taste of iron returns into my mouth. I know I have to protect Cihuatlatoque with 
my heart and soul. I know if this soldier makes a move I'm jumping in front of Cihuatlatoque there is no 
way I'm letting her get hurt. I am not letting her get hurt because of me and my dumb powers that led me 
here for absolutely no reason just so I could get in her way and possibly get her killed? No way. I'm 


letting her get out alive whether that means I die. 


A look of terror and fear fell on Cihuatlatoque's face as her eyes were fixed on the Spanish soldier 
pointing his sword at us. Her expression quickly hardened into a determined look of courage and she 
quickly took the spear that she found on the floor next to her from a fallen warrior and held it in her 
hands. She pointed it at the Spanish soldier in defiance as if declaring she was not scared of dying 
protecting me and her people. All of a sudden another Spanish soldier riding a horse galloped into the 
scene and grabbed me by the hair. Cihuatlatoque's eyes widened in horror as she realized what was about 


to happen. 


When they say fear stops you. It does. I was terrified, no scream came out of my mouth, my eyes were the 
only way to see what I was thinking although I think my eyes looked terrifying. I was lifted up in the air 


by my hair. Pain. Pain was the only word I could think of. 


The Spanish Conquistadores were giant men who loomed over the two of us and were covered in armor 
and armed with long steel swords and a large steel shields. The conquistador stared at Cihuatlatoque and I 
with a fearsome glare on his face as he held his sword at the ready like he was just a moment away from 
slicing us both in half. However before he could make his move, I suddenly noticed a group of Aztec 


warriors appear in the distance with their shields raised and their spears ready. Internally I sigh happily 


Xipili is within the group, although he does look severely injured. Then I realized something which 
stopped my heart entirely they definitely weren't going to make it on time. One of the Spanish soldiers 


raised his sword at Cihuatlatoque. That's when I finally let out a scream. 


Just as the Spanish sword was in the process of falling onto Cihuatlatoque the loud and booming sound of 
a bullet suddenly echoed through the air like a thunderous roar which caused all the Spaniards to stop 
their attacks and even the Aztec warriors to pause for a few seconds. The Spanish soldier who was 
holding me by the hair grabbed me and threw me onto the ground again. The sound and smell of a 
gunpowder explosion were quickly followed by all the sounds of battle resuming, the Spanish soldiers 


and their allies charging forward once again. 


That's when everything went dark all I remember was falling. Falling and never getting up. I can't 
remember. I was there, I was just there, now I'm gone. Cihuatlatoque. CIHUATLATOQUE. She's gone. I 


don't know where she is. Where am 1? I don't know. No. No. NO. 


Wait. I'm home. I'm in San Diego. I'm back home. I'm back... What the actual... 


My body is sore and I'm bleeding... I'm bleeding. My room is a mess. I'm back... Right? I try to get up 


before immediately falling back down. Am I dreaming? Am I dead? 


The room was a complete mess like an intense storm had blown it apart. The door was also completely 
shut. My body was completely sore and I felt extremely tired like I had just woken up from a surgery. I 
could see many bleeding cuts all over my body like I had been physically tortured. The blood from all 


these cuts quickly formed large red stains on my white bedsheets and on my carpet. 


I feel the need to throw up. I look around, I'm back in my room, the date on the nearby calendar was 
November 8 and the year was 2024. I get up before falling back down. Nothing felt like it worked, I 
opened my mouth and nothing. Why can't I scream? I touch my throat, it feels normal. My body is 


shaking, J am not okay. 


God... I breathed... I try to stand up and this time my legs finally let me. I feel like a newborn baby taking 
its first steps, although every step I take I'm in pain. I grabbed my phone from wherever I threw it earlier 


that morning. 


November 9th it read on the top of my screen. I still haven't changed the date on my calendar. I 
immediately start typing a number. My sister. The only one who knows about what I can do. When I hear 


the ringing I start bawling my eyes...I can't tell if I'm dreaming or if anything or if I am real anymore. 


After a few rings my sister finally picks up her phone, sounding like she is half asleep. I smile knowing 


she's here is enough. 


"It's nearly 5am, what's going on..?" She mumbled in a tired voice. My smile disappears. I know I'm 


going to scare her but I'm terrified and I just need my big sister. 


"It's happening again... It happened, I'm scared. I was just there. There was this girl, she helped me... She's 
gone I think?..." I don't know if Cihuatlatoque is gone or not. I could feel her. I think I could feel it, like if 
she's gone, but I don't know if she's still here? Or at least if she 'was'. My breathing got faster, my eyes 


were vibrating. "I saw so much.." my voice quivered. "I can't... J can't" 


Paola immediately woke up when she heard me panicking and sounding traumatized, she could tell that 


something was very wrong and she quickly became worried. 


"Just breathe, try to calm down. Everything will be okay." She tried to reassure me. 


"What happened? Did you go to that place again?" 


"I went back... Remember when we were little, how I went to the "past"..." I managed to get words out 
somehow. "I didn't know who else to call, you're the only one who knows..." That's when I started to cry 
even more. "I just need you" My stomach hurt, my ribs hurt, my body hurt. Any noise I heard other than 


my sister's voice made me jump. The clock in the room wasn't helping. Tick tick tick... 


My sister was speechless for a few moments then she spoke, her voice sounding concerned and alarmed, 


like she usually is with me. 


"Oh my god... Oh my god..." She suddenly sounded even more shocked like she was at a loss for words. 


"Are you hurt? How long were you gone for? Did anyone notice that you were gone?" She said with 
worry in her voice. I appreciate her, I love how she doesn't think I'm crazy and how she immediately 
believes me while others would call me crazy. This moment brings me warmth, I love how she's here 


when I need her the most. 


"Yes..." I managed to speak... The adrenaline helped with the pain... God I really was bleeding a lot. "a 
day at most..." My birthday... I remembered yesterday was supposed to be a good day, yesterday was 
supposed to be my day. "no I don't think so... I was in my room for most of the day, I wanted to be alone" 
my voice shook, her voice helped me though. It calmed me, and I moved over eerily to my first aid kit 


under my bed. 


My sister suddenly felt her own body tense up like this was the last thing she expected to happen, 


especially today. 


"You were gone for an entire day? Were you at least safe? God, I'm just glad that you're back. Do you 
need me to do anything to help? I'm worried about you..." You could tell she was alert and my protector 


by the way she was speaking to me. 


I opened the first aid kit and pulled out a bottle of rubbing alcohol and a roll of bandages. I started 
cleaning my wounds with the alcohol, which stung quite a bit. Every wipe caused me to wince... 'Pain' 


that word again... 


"I need to go back..." I said without any thought. 


When she heard me say that, Paola immediately snapped at me in a loud and alarmed voice which caused 


me to jump and drop the rubbing alcohol on the floor. 


"No. I'm not just going to let you go back in there. What if you don't come back? Please, don't-" She 


began pleading. 


"There was just something about them... A protector and the protected..." I'd never expected myself to say 
this but the two siblings in Tenochtitlan reminded me of my sister and I. The protector, my sister and the 
protected me. I feel the need to help, maybe it's because it's always been her helping me, maybe I feel the 
need to protect, to provide, to lead the two to safety the same way she did to me and now give it to them. 


"I just need to make sure they are okay" 


She was silent for a few moments as my words left her deep in thought. After a few moments she sighed 
heavily like she was extremely anxious and then began speaking again. She knew that whether she liked it 


or not I would end up going anyway. 


"Are you sure you can handle it? What if something happens to you while you're there? You don't know 


what could happen and-" she said in a nervous voice before trailing off. 


"I'll just bring a kit... Some essentials, the things I'll need..." am I insane?... For wanting to go back. I 


mean why? 


My sister let out a heavy sigh like she was extremely worried and then she spoke in a soft and concerned 


tone. 


"Can you at least try to be careful? You're important to me and I don't think I'd be able to handle it if 


something bad happened to you...” 


Paola remained silent for a moment after she said that, before she sighed yet again, it sounded like she 
was hesitant about the idea but she's always been willing to support me and help me in any way she could. 


Eventually she spoke again in a reluctant voice. 


"I mean I know... you can do it. You can go back there. Just be careful please... and try to be as safe as 
possible okay? I don't know what I'd do if you got hurt or-" She began to take a deep breath before trailing 


off again. 


"Yeah yeah, I mean I don't know when I'm going back, we don't even know when it will happen, but I'll 
always be prepared... I mean I came back with the clothes from that time so i think i'll be good..." I 


sighed. 


I was right. I didn't know when I was going to be back there or even what I would go back to. Time 
traveling was a strange idea, I mean like I said I didn't even know what time I would go back to, if I 
would get there before the whole invasion or even right after. I'll know what day but not the year. "I 


promise Paola, I'll try my best, I'll let you know if I'm okay" 


Paola sighed again, sounding both worried about me and relieved. "Okay, good... I know you can do it. 


Maybe we should try to prepare you first so that you don't have any complications when you get there." 


"Do you need anything? I could order you some first aid supplies, maybe a survival kit? I can try to 
research the time period you'll end up in and try to prepare some things for you that you might need. 


Anything you could need just tell me." 


"I don't want to put any stress on you, you already have college to worry about." I sighed 


College. College was something scary, my sister was the one going there, she was the one there, so close 
yet so far. I mean she's always been there for me, I've been with her longer than I haven't been with her. 
What's 17 years to one year? Everything... It's everything. I can't just look for her in the house and talk to 


her, I now have to call her. I now have her so far away. 


Time. Now instead of being a phone call away, my sister will be a whole era away, a thousand years away. 


I have to learn to be my own person. I have to "spread my wings and fly" . I chuckle at this. 


"Why are you laughing," my sister questioned. 


"I just miss you" 


She suddenly sounded sad and heartbroken upon hearing that I missed her. She was struggling to hold 


back tears while she spoke, I could hear it in her voice. 


"I... I miss you too... Just know that I love you." She said, 


"We'll talk more about this later okay? I'm gonna go do some research and then we'll get all the stuff you 


need for your trip. How does that sound?" 


"Sounds good..." I just needed her, I needed to hear her voice. She reminded me of Xipili. Xipili... He's 


injured right now, he's somewhere right now. 


My stomach began to ache, the soaked bandages around the area began to leak blood. This would be a 
hard thing to explain to a doctor... It's not the smartest idea to explain to a "normal" person, I just have to 


hope I'm not in any danger from these wounds. 


"Okay... I'll be back soon." She said before hanging up the phone. She sounded worried and anxious but 
she could also be heard beginning to do research on the internet for any information she could find on the 


Spanish invasion of Tenochtitlan and the Aztec Empire in the 1500's. 


At the same time I was left alone with my wounds, still bleeding. The sound of the room's clock 


continued to tick quietly. 


I started to sob. Letting everything out, my adrenaline finally leaving my body, the pain was unbearable. It 


felt like I broke every single bone in my body. 


"Alejandra you have to prepare.." I groaned to myself. Trying to stand back up was absolute hell, but I 
was able to do it. My legs were shaking but I was standing, I was able to do it. I could barely stand on my 


own, my legs were shaking terribly and it looked like I was on the verge of collapsing. 


My breathing was shaky and I was still crying from the mixture of stress, pain, and fear I was feeling. The 
bloodied bandages wrapped around my body were getting so soaked that they were starting to soak 
through in some areas. My room was still a mess and the only sound I could hear was the quiet sound of 


the clock in your room ticking by. 


"That stupid ticking" I was already on edge and the clock wasn't helping. Now the only question that 


remained was when I would return to Tenochtitlan. 


Here... Again... My heart is thumping. I'm back. My eyes are trying to adjust, my body is tingling again. 
Deja vu , that's what it feels like. I'm dazed, it's that feeling again, where you don't know where you are or 


what anything is. Now that I'm back I need to be prepared, I need to be ready for anything... 


I was now again in the middle of Tenochtitlan. I could hear the sounds of battle raging in the distance 
once again like before. Everything was almost exactly the same as it was before. I was back in the Aztec 


Empire about to experience the Spanish and their allies invade the city. 


There are so many people everywhere, people trampling me, pushing me, running away from the Spanish 


and I'm standing there frozen, again. 


I'm back. I'm back. So many thoughts going through my mind. I'm back at step one. 


I couldn't believe that I was back in this situation. My heart was pumping like crazy while my mind was 
in a panicky state. People were still fighting and suffering. It was a sight of pure chaos and havoc. My 


breathing gets faster like I was hyperventilating from seeing this again. 


I couldn't find Xipili and Cihuatlatoque, there's just too much going on. People were running everywhere 
the city was in complete and utter craziness. Everyone was fleeing, no one realized that a stranger was 


standing in the middle of it. 


The city was completely overrun with Spanish conquistadors and their allies while the Aztec warriors 
desperately tried to fight them off. People were screaming, the sounds of battle echoed through the area, 
and people were being shot down by the invaders. The city was now a warzone and this was the start of 


the Spanish invasion. 


I ran. For a second my mind went blank and I forgot what I was here for. For a second I regret the idea of 
wanting to return but then I remember, I remember how connected I feel to these strangers. I have to find 


them, I have to help them somehow. 


I brought a bag with me full of essentials. I knew I was gonna come back here eventually, but I never 
knew when it would happen so I decided for my safety I would keep a small bag with me. One small 
enough to carry and hide under any piece of clothing but big enough to carry first aid and anything else 


needed for this journey. 


The chaos only increased as you ran throughout the city. People were running everywhere trying to stay 
safe while fighting and screaming echoed around the area nonstop. My eyes darted frantically around me 
looking for any familiar faces while my heart continued to pump like crazy in my chest. I could see that 
things were going to get worse before they got better. It was only a matter of time before the city fell 


completely. 


My body was moving, I don't remember exactly where I was since I was last here, I just ran to the most 


familiar place I could think of. I ran to Cihuatlatoque and Xipili's home...or at least what was their home. 


When I was standing in front of the house parts of it were in ruins. I could see the bedroom I was in from 
last time, how it was completely untouched since the last attack... "Oh right" I huffed... I remember this is 


probably the actual attack on Tenochtitlan, I forget that La noche Triste was the first domino of the pile. 


I stood there in the damaged home, I could suddenly hear of rubble being pushed aside, a door opening 


and the voice of Cihuatlatoque’s mother. 


"Who are y-..." She began speaking before her voice trailed off and she gasped, immediately recognizing 


me. 


I looked at her in a pleading expression before embracing her.I was scared for a minor second but she felt 


comforting... This was still a strange place, I might've been here before but I've never been here. 


Cihuatlatoque’s mother gasped again when I hugged her, she was surprised to see me but quickly wrapped 
her arms around me to embrace you back. I could feel her body shaking as she embraced me, she was 


scared but a bit relieved to see me. She whispered to me in a comforting voice. 


"You came back... thank the gods you came back..." 


I nodded at her I couldn't understand what she was saying but her motherly aura was comforting. 


"Cihuatlatoque... Xipili..." I said hoping she could understand what I was trying to say. 


Hopefully Cihuatltoque's mother would lead me the way to where they could've been captured, in order 


for me to help them get free and flee the city. 


Cihuatlatoque's mother immediately understood what I was saying. She slowly nodded her head and gave 


me a look of understanding, then she whispered to me while looking around in a cautious manner. 


' 


"Okay... follow me..." She said in a quiet voice before motioning for me to follow her as she began 


walking away. 


I followed Cihuatlatoque's mother as we both rushed quickly through the city. People were running 
everywhere while the sounds of battling warriors echoed through the city. The atmosphere was chaotic 
and the situation was dire. The city of Tenochtitlan was falling and the Spanish invasion would bring its 


downfall. 


Cihuatlatoque's mother led me quickly and silently through the city, constantly glancing around to make 
sure I wasn't being followed or noticed. I could feel her tension in the air, she was scared and nervous for 


her family. 


Once we found our way where the Spanish kept their captured, both of us quietly watched the soldiers 


from a distance, keeping our presence hidden from them. They were chatting with each other in a rough 


and aggressive manner, seeming to be enjoying themselves, it was unethical. They are laughing and 


enjoying themselves while prisoners are distraught and in pain behind them. 


Cihuatlatoque's mother looked at us with a look of concern on her face, whispering to me in a hushed 


tone. 


" 


"How can we get close enough to free my family?... 


We continued to observe the soldiers from a distance, carefully watching their every move. The soldiers 


continued to chat, they talked loudly and carelessly, completely oblivious to our presence. 


She turned to me then whispered again, sounding afraid. "We have to get close enough to free 


Cihuatlatoque and Xipili but these soldiers are guarding them. How can we get past them?" 


The thought of creating a distraction crossed my mind, but I was unsure of how to do it. I was deep in 
enemy territory, outnumbered and at risk of being exposed. The Spanish soldiers seemed to be having a 


great time as they guarded Xipili and Cihuatlatoque, completely unaware of who was watching. 


"We need a distraction... how can we create one?" Cihuatlatoque’s mother stood there, looking around 


frantically while keeping her voice low. 


Before any thought I rummaged through my bag and grabbed a pen. Without any hesitation, I looked 
back, trying to ensure no one would see me and I threw it as hard and far as I could, tossing it at the wall 
near the soldiers. The pen hit the wall with a loud tapping sound, attracting the attention of the soldiers. 
They immediately tensed up and turned toward the sound, their hands going to their weapons. One of the 


soldiers yelled out in Spanish, 


"What was that?!..." 


As the Spanish soldiers heard the sound of the pen hitting the wall and turned toward the source, their 
hands went to their weapons. One of the soldiers yelled out in Spanish as he scanned the area, his hand on 


his sword. 


"What was that?! Who's there?..." 


I quickly glanced around, searching for an opportunity. There was a moment of silence as the soldiers 
stood ready to fight, but their attention was fully focused on the source of the sound. I suddenly realized 


that this was a perfect opportunity to make my move.. 


I quickly seized the moment and made a run for it, moving past the distracted soldiers as they focused on 
where you had thrown the pen. The soldiers were caught off guard and didn't have time to react before it 


was too late. 


I approached the area where Xipili was being held captive, I could see him struggling and tied up. He was 


clearly trying to break free and fight back. 


I quickly grabbed a pocket knife from my bag and began sawing away the ropes that were tying Xipili to 
the floor. He was thrashing around trying to break free and break his bonds but couldn't get free without 


help. 


Finally, with a bit of effort, the ropes were completely cut and Xipili was free. He jumped up and stood 


next to me, looking around and ready to fight. I turned and smiled at Xipili for a brief moment, happy and 


relieved that I had managed to free him. But the moment was short-lived, and you quickly turned away to 
look for Ci. The danger was far from over, and I still had to rescue Cihuatlatoque and get out of this 


situation. 


As I looked around, searching for Tenoch, I heard Xipili speaking to me in a low and serious tone. Just as 
I turned to Xipili, my attention was immediately drawn away by the sight of the Spanish soldiers. They 


were shouting in Spanish while pulling out their swords and preparing to attack. 


Xipili grabbed my arm, pulling me back and away from the onslaught of soldiers charging towards me. 


He quickly spoke to me in an urgent voice. 


As the Spanish soldiers charged towards me, Xipili immediately sprung into action. He quickly grabbed a 


nearby spear and stepped in front of me, blocking the path of the charging soldiers. 


The soldiers closed in, their swords raised and ready to attack. But Xipili was fast and skilled with a spear. 
He spun the spear around and blocked their attacks, fighting fiercely to protect me from the Spanish 


soldiers. 


With Xipili holding off the Spanish soldiers, I quickly turned away to search for Cihuatlatoque. My heart 
was beating fast, the adrenaline rushing through my body. The sound of swords clashing and shouts 


echoing around me, but I pushed through. I had to find Cihuatlatoque. 


I spotted Cihuatlatoque and immediately ran towards her. She was trying her best to break free from her 
ties, but the Spanish soldiers had tied her tightly. As I approached, she looked up and saw me. A glimmer 
of relief and hope spread across her face. I quickly fumbled with the ropes, your hands shaking from the 


tension and excitement, and soon you managed to untie her. 


As I untied Cihuatlatoque, she immediately grabbed me into a tight hug. Her body was shaking and I 
could feel the relief and joy in the embrace. But the moment was short-lived as we both heard Xipili 


fighting the Spanish soldiers. 


Cihuatlatoque pulled away from the hug with a look of determination on her face. She held my hand and 


spoke to me in a low, urgent voice. 


“We need to go,” She said before pulling me away from the fight. 


Cihuatlatoque quickly grabbed my hand and let me lead her away from the fight. Before we began to run 
through the city, dragging Cihuatlatoque along, we spotted her mother and immediately rushed up to her. 
Cihuatlatoque gave her mother a hug, she looked at us with a mix of shock and relief, her eyes wide with 


a mixture of emotions. 


I grabbed her arm, a look of urgency in my eyes, my breath coming out in short pants. The sound of battle 
echoed around us, but me and Cihuatlatoque quickly moved away from the chaos, avoiding the Spanish 


soldiers and the other warriors. 


As you ran through the city, Cihuatlatoque kept up with me, her grip tight on my hand. She looked around 


with a mixture of fear and determination, but she trusted you and followed me without question. 


As we hastily led Cihuatlatoque and her mother away from the city, Xipili printed behind us. The four of 
us rushed through the chaotic streets, dodging flying arrows and avoiding the Spanish soldiers at every 


turn. 


The soldiers quickly saw us and recognized the danger and threat. They raised their weapons and shouted 


in Spanish, trying to catch up to us and stop us from escaping. 


After running through the chaotic streets, dodging attacks and narrowly avoiding enemies, we finally 
managed to reach the end of the city. My heart was pounding and my breath was coming in quick, shallow 


gasps from the exhaustion. 


Xipili, Cihuatlatoque, and their mother all stopped when I did, panting and gasping for air. We all looked 
back at the city, the sounds of battles echoing around us as we were catching our breath. It was a sight, 


there were fires blazing and the city's skyline was chaos. 


This is time to say goodbye. At least till I could get home on time. Xipili, Cihuatlatoque, and their mother 
turned towards me as they all walked forward to leave the city, I was standing still not going with them. 


This was my purpose, this was the reason I was here, to help this poor family, my family. 


They turned back to me, understanding what I meant, that I was gonna stay here, I was gonna let them 


leave the city safely. Cihuatlatoque turned to me with tears in her eyes, she was me. She looked like me, I 


saw myself in her. 


I hate the way this has to end but I know that Xipili will take care of her, I know my sister. I know him. 


My eyes were tear filled as they turned back facing away from me, Xipili and their mother started to walk 


away. It took Cihuatlatoque a moment before she joined them. 


Before I knew it I was back in my room. I grabbed my phone and immediately dialed for my sister. 


"Hey... I'm back" 


